434                       THE   WIFE.  LAPPED
Mayster, he sayd, by Gods blist,
Our dame is the deuell, thou mayst me beleeue :
If thou haue sought her, thou haste not miste
Of one that full often thee shall greeue.
By God, a man thou canst not haue
To go to carte, ne yet to plow,
Neyther boy, nor yet knaue,
By Gods deare mother I make God auow,
That will bide with thee day or night.
Our Dame is not for vs, for she doth curse :
When we shall eate or drinke with right,
She bannes and frownes, that we be all the worse.
We be not vsed, where euer we wende,
To be sorely looked on for eating of our meat.
The deuell, I trow, vs to thee send:   .
God helpe vs a better maystres to get.
Come on thy way, Lob, and turne agayne ; Go home with me, and all shall be well: An Oxe for my meyny shall be slayne, And the hyde at the market I will sell. Upon this together home they went: The good man was angry in his minde, Eut yet to his wife, with good intent, He sayd, sweete heart, you be vnkinde.
Entreate our meyny well alway, And geue them meate and drinke ynough; For they get our liuing euery day, And theirs also, at carte and plough. Therefore I would that they should haue Meate and drinke to their behoue; For, ray sweete wife, so God me saue, Ye will doe so, if ye me loue.
Gyue them what thou wilt, I doe not care, By day nor night, man, beleeue you me: What euer they haue, or how they fare, I pray God euell mote they thee.